ACT THREE
[PONCIA throws herself against the door. It opens and she goes in.
As she enters, she screams and backs out.]
What is it?
PON CIA [she puts her hands to her throat]: May we never die like that!
[The SISTERS fall back. The SERVANT crosses herself. BBRNARDA
screams and goes forward.]
Don't go in!
BERNARDA: No, not I! Pepe, you're running now, alive, in the dark-
ness, under the trees, but another day you'll fall. Cut her down!
My daughter died a virgin. Take her to another room and dress
her as though she were a virgin. No one will say anything about
this! She died a virgin. Tell them, so that at dawn, the bells will
ring twice.
MARTIRIO: A thousand times happy she who had him.
BERNARD A: And I want no weeping. Death must be looked at face
to face. Silence!
[To one daughter]
Be still, I said!
[To another daughter]
Tears when you're alone! We'll drown ourselves in a sea of
mourning. She, the youngest daughter of Bernarda Alba, died a
virgin. Did you hear me? Silence, silence, I said. Silence!
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